




















it 0 
fa tia | 
ENTERED AT THE POST OFFICE AT NEW YORK AS SECOND CLASS MATTER. COPYRIGHT 188i BY THE JUDGE PUBLISHING CO 


Price NEW YORK, August 23, 1884. 10 Cents. 
























‘ SES aTTE NEE § Ei i 


- alee Grintaimmperene 





i ld 4 ve 


parecer otras x 
orate a * 


Comer | 


AW, 








5 Pe 











FE = Qe Ae 


“SE ee 















































Th SOU ARE “Tith. cO. NEW YORK 


SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE IS “SAUCE FOR THE GANDER. 
LITTLE CLEVELAND TO WORKINGMAN.---“I say, Mister, what do those 
letters mean?” 


WORKINGMAN.---“ They were used on us as V-E-T-O-S, we will use them next 
November as V-O-T-E-S, and don’t you forget it!” 
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THE WHY AND WHEREFORE. 

GROVER CLEVELAND, by the grace of a 
split in the Republican ranks, Governor of 
New York, and by the grace ofa miraculous 
concatenation of events Democratic nominee 
for President, has assuredly had his political 
bread buttered on both sides. Nothing can 
now defeat him for the Presidency save his 
own innate unfitness, and that is enough. 
The country has had more than enough of 
amateur base-ball umpires and Presidential 
candidates. 





RUNNING THE GAUNTLET. 


WueEn the Democratic nomination was 
first made, Mr. Cleveland’s friends thought 
he would have nothing worse to contend 
against than his own ignorance and incom- 
That is exactly where Mr. Cleve- 
land’s friends and the American public at 


petence. 


| there 








THE JUDGE. 


large have been fooled. There are advan- 
tages, doubtless, in being a nincompoop— 
certain benefits accruing from 
being utterly unknown, and Mr. Cleveland 
has reaped those advantages and benefits to 
the full. His party was prepared to find his 
record a blank. 


are 


He has surprised them with 
a very smutty page. People looked for 
moral reform in Cleveland, and they found 
—well, not exactly reformed morals. Mr. 
Cleveland has to run a gauntlet to reach the 


White House, and not the least severe blows 





in his progress will be dealt him by his own 
frailties. Surely the poet had Grover Cleve- 
land in his mind when he wrote: 


‘* Our pleasant vices are made whips to scourge us.’ 





HOW BLAINE WAS NOMINATED. 


Do Mr. Curtis, and his following, who 
affected so much surprise and disgust when 
Mr. Blaine received the Republican nomina- 
tion last June, ever recollect, or try to recol- 
lect, for purposes of comparison, the history 
of the conventions immediately preceding 
thatof 84. In’76, for instance, when Blaine’s 
votes were more than double those of any 
other candidate up to the seventh and last 
ballot, when, all the elements of opposition 
uniting against him, gave Hayes 384 against 
Blaine’s 351. That looked as if the Plumed 


| that he would do his 





Knight were the choice of a good many 


Republicans even then. In ’80, Blaine 


| presented a strength of nearly 300 votes 





| intellect. 
| consistent with the firm, loyal Republican- 


through thirty-four ballots, and it was his 
strength which nominatedsGarfield, and beat 
Grant for a third term. 


In the recent con- 
vention Blaine’s nomination was decreed as 
early as the fourth ballot, and by the 
astounding vote of 541—more than a hun- 
dred and fifty more votes than Hayes received, 
and nearly as many morethan Garfield. All 
this looks as if the Republican party wanted 
Blaine, Messrs. Curtis, 


Beecher, Schurz & 
Co., to the contrary notwithstanding. 





THE LIFE OF BLAINE. 


In another column will be found notices 
of two books which should engage a portion 
of the attention of every American citizen 
during the next few months. One is a life 
of Jas. G. Blaine, and the other is a selec- 
tion from his speeches and published writings. 
The one offers the public an opportunity to 
correct their impressions of the man from his 
historical acts—the other from his published 
words. And from the evidence of both THE 
JUDGE is free to assert that since Webster 
we have had no abler statesman, since 
Washington no more patriotic man. 

Mr. Blaine has been concerned in all the 
great questions that have agitated the coun- 
try during the last thirty years, and on all 
he has thrown the light of his clear, bright 





His attitude during the war was | 


ism that has animated him all his life, and 
the broad humanity that characterizes all | 


his views. On the currency question he has 
placed himself on record as an advocate of 
honest money—with Mr. Blaine a dollar 
means a hundred cents, neither more nor 
less. On the tariff question he has expressed 
himself very fully and clearly. He is deter- 
mined to protect the American laborer from 
the competition of the pauper labor of Europe. 
The same view animated him when the Chi- 
nese question was agitated. He boldly stated 


best to protect his 


| laboring fellow-countrymen, alike from pau- 


per Europe and from Pagan China. Such 
is Mr. Blaine’s record on a few prominent 
questions. Those who desire to have his 
views on others would do well to read these 
books. 

Another point: the vague slanders which 
have been cast on Mr. Blaine’s public record— 
slanders which nobody seems exactly to un- 
derstand—are here detailed in full. Any man 
who is not familiar with congressional history 
for the last dozen years will seek vainly to 
hear of what Blaineis accused. If he should 
ask, he would be told ‘‘ Mulligan letters,” 
** Rock Island,” but none would give him 
any particulars. If any one is curious at 
this distant day to learn what the ‘‘ Mulli- 
gan letters ” really were, to hear the accusa- 
tion against Mr. Blaine categorically set 
forth, and to read the explicit and disinter- 
ested testimony of reliable witnesses (the 
very witnesses cited by his accusers) disprov- 
ing the charges in every particular, he will 
find the whole set forth at length under the 
caption of “Slander” in the fourteenth 
chapter of Balestier’s Life of Blaine. 





The Book of the Tribes of Columbia. 


CHAP. IV, 

The Democratic robb 

got left three times; 
fulfi led. 


ries of 6; Tlow the Philistines 


the Sage’s prophecy; How it was 


1. MANy years before Arthur, the Ches- 
terite, came to rule over the tribes of Colum- 
bia, the land was in the hands of the Philis- 
tines. 

2. But when they came to rule over Colum- 
bia, they called themselves Dimmekrats. 

3. And for many years they bode in the 
city of Washington, and waxed fat as does 
the leech. 

4. For they took unto themselves the 
shekels of the people; yea, they filled them- 
selves with the gold of the tribes. They took 
all those things which belonged not unto 
them, and they did pillage and rob all who 
came in their way. 

5. The gold of the poor Indian was seized 
upon by the king’s council; the shekels of 
the warrior were in the hands.of Floyd; and 
Toucey carried the navy in the hem of his 
garment. 

6. But the worst among the Philistines 
was one who was named by the name of 
Hendricks; who, even as‘doth the busy bee, 
did improve each hour that passeth. 

7. For in them did he scoop the shekels; 
yea, in each minute did he crib the boodle. 

8. Even in his sleep did he break the 
eighth commandment. 

9. His stomach was lined with the gold of 
the people. He tired not day or night. 

10. But at last the people rose up against 
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the Philistines, and drove the Dimmekrats 
out of the land; and made Abraham their 
king; and the thieves were bounced after 
much fighting and war. 


11. So many years passed. And the Dim- 
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mekrats grumbled among themselves saying: | 


‘* Lo, these many years have we been kept 
behind the door, and the people are rich and 
happy, having had no one to rob them. 
Shall we not therefore again come the Dick 
Turpin act upon them? 

12. But the Dimmekrats must have a cap- 
tain of the army to lead them.” 

13. And they said, ‘‘ Let the man who 
stole the most in ’56 take the position.” And 
lo, it was Hendricks. 


14. So, led on by Samuel their king, and 


Hendricks his captain, the Dimmekrats in- 
vaded the tribes of Columbia. 

15. But the people laughed at them, and 
said, 
years of shekularity we will go back to be 
robbed again? Go too, Samuel, thou art 
green, and thy children are as the festive 
pumpkin.” 

16. Samuel retired. 


*‘ What! think ye that after sixteen | 


17. And the people made Rutherford their | 


king. And after him they were ruled by | 
Garfield, and then Arthur came to the 
throne. 


18. And when the timecame that Arthur 
was to leave Washington, the Dimmekrats 


said, ‘“‘Our chance is come; let us repeat | 


the doings of ’56.” 

19. ButSamuel, their prophet, said, ‘“‘ No, 
attempt it not this year. For see, is not 
Blaine the head of the people? Thou wilt 
get left.” 

20. But they said, ‘‘ Go up, old bald-head. 
Thou shalt be our prophet no longer. Cleve- 
land shall be our king, and Hendricks shall 
again be captain of the army. 

21. And Samuel said, ‘‘ Fools rush in 
where angels fear to tread. Goon; I am 
well out of it.” 

22. Behold, it was as Samuel said; for 
the Dimmekrats were smitten, hip and thigh. 

23. Albert George William, the good, and 


small-still Puck were with them, vet they | 


got worse left than ever; and they said, ‘‘ Lo, 
the people’s gold is not for us; let us retire 
and give the Greenbackers a chance. 





A GROWING EVIL—Peck’s Bad Boy. 


The hour has come, and the man.—The | 


hour was three o’clock in the morning, and 
the man was three sheets in the wind. 





‘“<To be weak is to be miserable ”’—that’s 


boarding-house coffee. 
To be strong is to be more miserable still 
—that’s boarding-school butter. 


Is Blaine a Catholic or a Protestant? 
important question, some editors 
but the previous question is this: 
running for Pope or for President? 


An 
believe; 
Is Blaine 


Score one for mercantile morality.— 
Twenty samples of slanghter-house lard were 
analyzed the other day, and of all of these 
samples not one was found to be adulterated 
with Orange County butter, or oil of al- 
monds. 


*“‘Do orange-lilies grow near water?” 
asked an enthusiastic young Orangeman, 
who was searching for the sacred flower. 

** Bedad, they do not,” said the rebel Pat. 
“ce ’ d 5] 

It’s somethin’ a dale stronger than water, 
ye’ll find, where the orange-lilies thrive best.” 











YACHTSMAN—‘* You men who stay ashore have no idea what a squall is.” 
I’ve got a pair of twins who can give you points about 


LANDSMAN—‘‘ Don’t eh? 
squalls every day.” 
Too Tight. 


Sue is fair as ever Venus 
Could have been; 
She is stately, and her mien is 
Like a Queen. 
But in one respect —the oddest— 
The goddess is out goddessed— 
She’s be-jerseyed and be-bodiced 
Is Pauline, 


Neither croquet nor lawn-tennis 
Pauline plays; 
The exertion is a menace 
To her stays. 
For the outline of her dresses 
Round her dainty figure presses 
Close as sausage skin caresses 
Canine strays. 
One day I took her riding; 
After it 
With motion cautious, sliding, 
She alit; 
But, alas! the horses started— 
Frightened from their side she darted 
With a crack her dry-goods parted, 
Closely knit. 


Oh! my Venus, that I ere should 
See the day 

That the dresses that you wear should 
Burst this way! 

When all split thy lovely suit is, 

When thy lacings slight their duties, 

And thy wealth of hidden beauties 
So display. 

She is fair as any Venus— 
I'll swear that; 

And I'm sure she, from her mien, is 
"Ristocrat. 

But the laces, but the laces, 

’*T was to them she owed her graces, 

For the plain state of her case is 
She's too fat. 


G. H. J. 


My Vacation. 


Itt. 


Tue ‘zoological specimens” next pre- 


| sented themselves for my inspection and 


admiration. Oh, ye naturalists, hark! a 
grunting, soil-inspecting, bisulcous mamma- 


| lia (genus: sus domestica), with a consort of 


heap erbout the handlen on it. 


a dozen squealing satellites, and a goat of 
the William denomination! ! 

The pater familias, alias “ pap” now 
joined me in my exploring perambulation. 

‘‘ Fine sow, that, eh?” he said. 

‘“Yes; tolerably fine. But still I’ve seen 
larger ones at the Hogtown Fair and other 
places of amusement.” 

‘*Neow do tell!” he exclaimed, as he 
made a connection between his celibate @us- 
pender and companionless trouser button; 
‘*by the ’tarnal gullispickle! but she’s not 
gingerly arter all!” 

‘*T presume not,” I said as I lighted a 
fresh ‘La Cubana,’ ‘‘ have one?” 

“You bet,” and he grabbed the cigar 
with hawk-like voracity. 

‘* How do you like it?” I asked. 

‘‘ Wall, (puff, puff,) its purty fair con- 
sideren; but ol’ Sol. Whiggles deown by the 
soap factory makes a seegar, three fur five, er 
seven fur ten cents, ’at knocks the socks 
off’n enything in this here section er the 
kentry! This here specimen is purty fair, 
but his’n is the genuine arficle, fur he cul- 
tervates the weed hisself and he knows er 
Neow I 
serpose yer get erbout six er these fur a 
nickle, eh?” 

Ye tobacco connoiseurs, expire! 

I now gazed upon the ‘‘rural mansion.” 
Oh, you modern architects, hide yourselves 
in sempiternal oblivion! Twelve piles driven 
into the ferruginous soil did service as a 
foundation for this magnificent edifice. The 
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AT THE TAMMANY SWITCH. 


KELLY (boss switchman)—‘‘/ say, Ben, there comes that Cleveland train for Washington—now, then, is it Washington or 


Salt River?” 
SMILING Ben (by the wayside)—‘ 


walls were as devoid of paint as my friend 
Susie of beaux, and the only decorations vizi- 
ble were the multitudinous perpendicular 
stripes of rust running from the puttyless 
nail-heads, and a patch of white-wash that 
looked like a topographical map of Missouri 
after a cyclone. The chimney looked like a 
broken column of Pompeii, and the shingles 
were doubled up and curled like the wicked 
little boy during green apple time. 

I sauntered away sad and mournful, with 
an indescribable admiration of the marvelous 
imagination of the man who wrote that 
‘“‘add” in the Summer Resort Guide. I 
meditated on the increasing depravity of the 
present generation, and was rapidly drifting 
into one of my thoughtful moods, when a 
shrill and familiar voice dispelled my day- 
dream, and recalled me to consciousness. 
The sound of voice belonged to Juliana. 

**Sayee,” she said, ‘‘didjer wanter fer 
ter g’long ter milk the keows?” I replied 
that I should be delighted to witness the 
modus operandi of securing the lacteal fluid. 

** The acteal flooid! ” she cried, ‘‘ you betjer 


Salt River it is, John.” 


| boots it’s the acteal flooid; none o’yer city 
milk, made from chalk’n water! ” 

Arrived at the ‘ facilities for the stabula- 
'tion of equine and asinine solipods,” she 
squatted down on a sort of Olympian tripod, 
wedged a tin pail between her knees, and 
| addressed sundry cabalistic endearments to 
| the “‘ brindle keow” to induce her to relin- 
quish the ‘‘ acteal flooid.” Then she mani- 
pulated the—a—er—(excuse me for a di- 
gression: I related this part of my rural 
experience to a lady friend, calling things 
by their dictionary-names, when she was so 
| shocked that the presence of heraunt became 
absolutely necessary during the remainder of 
| my narration. I shall not risk facing another 
aunt on whom two-score and a hulf of celi- 
bate years have soured, but rather make use 
of a metaphor:—the part of the cow’s anato- 


my in question is to the calf what the nurs- | 


| ing bottle is to the baby—there, now, figure 
|it out yourself.) The double stream pro- 
duced soon filled one pail, so she took 
another; when this was about half-full she 
said: ‘‘ sayee, didyer wanter fer ter try ter 


milk?” Iremarked that I should like to 
experiment; and upon my taking the tripod 
she placed the—a—er (same parenthetical 
remarks applicable here) into my awkward 
hands, and instructed me how to caress the— 
a—er—(/eetotally same as above). 

The cow looked at me, and had I been 
versed in the science uf physiognomy, I should 
have discovered her smile, and a peculiar, 
mischievous twinkle in her left eye. But, 
alas! I suffered for my lack of versatility in 
this most important branch of natural scien- 
ces. In less time than it takes a treasurer 
to embezzle, I was transformed into a comet, 
and sailed into the hay-loft with a milky- 
way attachment to my doeskin pants! 





GEORGE DEAR. 
(To be Continued.) 


‘*Womawn thy name is frailty.” It mus 
be admitted that the Mormons (let their 
apologists say what they will) have their full 
share of frailties. 







































































“* Bessie.” 
I’p often heard that Limerick town 
Was famous for its pretty lasses, 
So Owen Floyd and I went down; 
We bought ‘‘ returns,” two second classes. 
We stopped at Mr. K’s hotel, 
We met the subject of my essay; 
Of all the Limerick belles the belle, 
Thought I at once, ‘ 


Next day I 
Her eyes were bright, 
Her figure 
Her nose 
Her smile was swee 
Was neither 
Not dark and not exactly fair; 
I felt convinced her name was “‘ 


>» 


her name is ‘ Bessie. 


saw her once again; 
her cheeks were ros¢ like, 


was perfection, then, 


I never saw a hose like, 
, her eur! ly hair 


oii raven-tressy, 


Bessie.” 


¢, though 


angels went there. 


For church I found her startin: 
I never knew that 
They go to make poor sinners go 
In hopes the latter may repent there. 
Her hat was brown, her ulster neat 
She looked well-dressed, but not too dressy, 
And as I watched her down the street, 
I could have ** Bessie.” 


sworn her name was 


Next day I said her name I'd guess; 


I cuessed some seventy or eighty, 
Betty, 
Kitty, 
Rose, Elaine, 

M irtha, Sophie, Jessie, 
Mary Jane— 


Although quite sure her name was 
My list, I grant, was rather long; 

She smiled, and ‘* thought I, 
But then she told me I was wrong, 


From Bessie, Betsy, Bess, 


To Kathleen, Kattie, Katie, 
Theresa, Alice, 

Clotilda, 
Faustine, Pandora, 


‘* Bessie.” 


now,” ‘* we're busy,” 
Because her name ‘Mary Lizzie.” 

Sut still I shall maintain till death, 
I'm not too bad at guessy-guessy; 

What’s Lizzie but Elizabeth, 
And what's El 


was 


izabeth but ‘‘ Bessie?” 
If some young gallant could command 
Good looks and money at his pleasure, 
A pretty house with pretty land 
To match a pretty little treasure, 
(Its’s very well to talk like this 
When these are things which few possess), 
He 
Might offer to this pretty miss, 
Another name to follow ‘“ Bessie.” 





My Photograph. 

Dear JupGE.—I have had my photograph 
taken, but not for publication, though I 
send it to you. I know you are a judge of 
beauty, so you will see I am pretty. I can’t 
help knowing it, and I don’t mind saying it. 
I have just made notes of what all my friends 
say to my picture, and if you will add your 
own comments to them, I shall be so much 
obliged, for I think you at least will tell the | 
truth to your anxious admirer. 

Betia La BELLE. 
What my mother-in-law said: 


** Well, she Aas improved since her mar 
riage, but to think my Charles should have 
thrown himself away on such a— —m, never 
mind figured pompadour-surah. Hah! lace 
tuckers, well that costume cost husband 
something, I should think.” 


What my mother said: 


too, 


** Poor child! worn to a shadow: dressed 
in last summer’s gown, too. I am sure 
Charles is not kind to her, and that old 


mother of his. I never liked the connection, 
and now to see my beautiful Bella looking 

















UncLeE Sam—* Gentlemen, you 








have come too 
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late. Heis dying.” 





so bad—really almost plain. Shouldn’t 
wonder if she were going into a decline.” 
What my bosom friend said: 

** Such a sweet photo, my dearest Bella. 
So like you, more lovly than ever. 
did you get those exquisite curls, and what 
rouge do you use now? Is your Charles still 
devoted, and do you ever see Conrad now? 
You should send him that photo, but your 


waist does poke a little on the right 
shoulder.” 


What my lover said: 


‘*A thousand thanks, darling, for the 
lovely picture. It is like you, but not half 
beautiful enough. I gaze at it all day, and 
dream of it all “hight.” 


What my brother said: 


‘**T say Bella has come out aswell. What 
a fool she is. If she had less hair and more 
head, she would be a deal better off. You 
bet, she thinks of nothing but dress, and old 


Charley has a rough time of it often.” 


What my sister said: 


‘* Bella’s head is quite turned since she 
was married. Iam sure I am as good-look- 
ing as she ever was, but I never was fool 
enough, or vain enough, to be photographed 
every other day. Aud such a thing—figure | 
all padded, and hair all false.” 


What me husband said: 
** Pshaw.” 


ooo 
— 


HorIzonTAt reduction, —The sapine con- 
dition to which the Democratic party will 
be reduced after the election. 


Where | 


Monographs. 





“peer.” 
I met her on a railroad train, 
| A blonde she was and pretty; 
Her rosy lips and laughing eyes 
Smote me with a pleased surprise, 
And Cupid 'round me threw his chain— 
I fell in love with ‘‘ Hetty.” 


That was the name she gave me then— 
So sweet she looked and pretty, 
That as we burrowed thro’ a tunnel 
I kissed her, softly swearing, ‘‘ None’ll 
Know you've favored me above all men”— 
I was in love with ‘* Hetty.” 


’T was only when she'd quit the train, 
Still looking sweet and pretty, 
I felt how hard it was to leave her, 
This blithesome, cooing. arch deceiver! 
She'd robbed me of my watch and chain!— 
I'd no more love for ** Hetty.” 


Babies know nothing of politics, yet they 
are fond of crow. 


‘« Saved by a hare’s breadth ”—as the gun- 
ner said, when he just missed the rabbit. 


When a woman kisses a woman she does 
it through force of habit; when she kisses a 
man she does it through force of circumstan- 
| ces. 


| 





«I’m a scion of returning prosperity,” 
| said the bank president’s son, when he heard 
that his father was coming hack from Cana- 
da, and the law couldn’t touch him. 


A ring is asymbol of eternity; and, now we 
think of it, we have noticed that a woman’s 
| mouth, when she’s talking, bears a startling 






































Wa ne tee 


~~ ore a 























resemblance to a ring, especially when she’s 


| 


saying good-bye to some other woman at the | 


front door. 


Splipp is green. He went into a restan- 
rant yesterday, and heard a waitress yell 
through a hole in the background somewhere: 
“Gimme s’ more tongue an ’urry *bout it!” 
and he fainted dead away from sheer appre- 
hension of the consequences if she gets what 
she asked for. 


My son, when you catch your best girl 


posing before the drawing-room mirror every 
time you sneak into the house, cut that court- 
ship short. A girl who tends to her face so 
diligently as that, won’t have much time to 
tend to your house—if you are foolish enough 
to put her in it. 


Stiggs— Hello, my boy! Going anywhere 
particular? No? Then come with me to 
call on Briggs. Capital fellow. Can tell no 
end of good stories.” 

Chinn—* Oh, I know him. 
him talk before now. 
however. ‘Too tired to listen to Briggs’ 
lies. By the way, what’s Briggs’ business?” 

Stiggs—‘‘ Undertaker. Why?” 

Chinn—Oh! I just wanted to find out. I 
took him for an assessor—he taxes his imagi- 
nation so. 


I’ve heard 
Don’t think I’ll go, 


IN THE WHITE HOUSE WINDOW. 


Columbia—*‘ Dear me, Justitia, who is 
that fat, stolid-looking man staring so in- 
tently at the house? He doesn’t seem to have 
the least sense of propriety. There, he is 
putting his hand on his stomach and bow- 
ing—at me, too! I’ve never heard of such 
audacity! I really believe he is trying to 


engage my attention.” 
Justitia—‘‘ Don’t be annoyed, sister. That 
Really, there is 


is only fat Mr. Cleveland. 








| cock, successively overthrown and lying in 


|} invited in here; 
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need of anger. No one is surprised at any 
gallantry he may attempt; he is famous for 
it. There is no fear, however, of his being 
so draw the curtain and 
more about his imperti- 


don’t think 
nence.” 


any 


‘*Nay, tempt me not,” the youth exclaimed, 
** By yonder open door, 
For if my eyes deceive me not, 
It is an ice cream store.” 
‘‘Oh! very well,” the maid replied, 
‘Since sweets don’t meet your view, 
And something sour would suit you best, 
You'll find I’ve soured on you.” 





THERE was a young dude named DeLancy, | 
Who was blest with a lovely fiancee; 
When he prest her to wed 
She absconded instead, 
With a youth that was more to her fancy. 


But this youth took to shocking bad courses, 
Such as poker and fast trotting horses, 

So DeLancy, they say, 

Is exulting to-day, 
For her name heads the list of divorces. 





Aw act of Congress that the President 
couldn’t veto if he would, and the people 
wouldn’t if they could—the act of adjourn- 
ment. 


Oxtp Democracy has her faults, as what 
ancient female has not? But the old lady 
is not superstitious. She defies omens, and 
flies into the face of fate. With four New 
Yorkers, Seymour, Greeley, Tilden, Han- 


the dust, she sends a fifth into the field. 
Courage, Grover! There is still plenty of 





' room—in the dust. 
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A Revised Edition. 


Just outside my stateroom window 
Idly smoking my cigar, 
Gazing out upon the billows 
And the rocky coast afar, 
As the midnight closed around me; 
Lulled by this still, tranquil scene, 
Dreamed I of the olden stories 
Which my childhood’s joy had been. 
Dreams must end, and broken mine was 
3y a voice, which, sweet as love, 
Called me back to earth—no heaven, 
Never, never more to reve. 
With a simple ‘‘ Mother Hubbard,” 
Draped around a form devine; 
‘“N’er has such a sight been witnessed 
By these weary eyes of mine. 
Then she begged in accents tender 
As the cooing of a dove, 
I would talk, but still not bore her 
With my vows of lasting love. 
Then I ran my trembling fingers 
Through her lovely, silken hair, 
Trying to suppress emotion, 
Thus I answered her sweet prayer. 
‘In the olden days, my dearest, 
Long before we two were born, 
Lived a righteous man called Daniel 
Every day he prayed at morn. 
In a den of bears and lions 
Then they cast this righteous man, 
Thinking these ferocious creatures 
Soon an end would make of Dan. 
Crouching in a lonely corner, 
Every moment fearing death; 
As the beasts rushed down upon him, 
On his face he felt their breath. 
‘Oh, good sirs, my name is Daniel,’ 
Down his cheeks the great tears ran, 
And the lions paused, and said ‘ We 
Scorn to eat a righteous man,’” 
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Pain of a Poor Memory. 
YounG Thomas in the morning stuck 
Five pins upon a chair, 
And in he evening he returned, 
Forgetting they were there. 


He sat him down all quietly, 
When quickly he uprose 
With seven hundred different pains 


Secreted in his clothes. 


From this small rhythmical romance 
Full plainly we may see, 
How very awful it is to 
Forget your memory. 
Washington Hatchet. 
In the days of old, when knights were bold, 
And barons held their sway 
The man who failed his lot bewailed, 
And tried his best to pay, 


bedight in garments bright, 
Without a thought of shame, + 
His property he hides away 


gut now, 


In some one else’s name. 


—Someri alle Journal. 





The Dude’s Soliloquy. 





I HEAR the last new thing is for a fellah 


to have his girl’s head sketched on his finger 


nails, and that he looks at it when he has a 
mind. Not a bad idea either. I rather want 
a way to decorate my fingaws; positively they 
won't hold any more rings. I think I'll try 
the dodge. Then if a fellah wants to look 
at his hands to see if they are all right and 
so on, the fools can’t say it is for conceit he 
he does it, when he has his girl on his nails. 
But a difficulty occurs to me, could'nt have 
the same girl on every nail, and, of course, 
must have a girl on every nail. Ten girls; 
that would come high. Suppose I must 
have it, though, if its the 
touch, too, show a fellah your hand instead 
of your photograph book. Have all your 
girls at your fingers’ ends. Not bad, eh! 
But, then, when one of the girls wants to look 
over your nails and the other nine. 
Awkward that rayther; might let me feel 
her nail’s then; wouldn’t do at all. Don’t 
for the life of me see how it’s to be done. 
Wear my gloves, eh? and only let out one 
finger at atime. Might be done, but not so 
easy as it sounds. Only chance of getting 
on a tight glove is to get your fingers all in 
in a bunch. Must think over the matter. 
Get the ten girls first, anyway; or, I have it 
now! Why not one real girl and ten bogus 
that might be done. Think it over, 
anyway. Wonder where the sketches are 
done? | suppose a manicure could put them 
on. Aw! Call roundand enquire. Shant 
lose any time; important busines. Aw! I 
say, if any one calls, say 1 am gone out on 
important business—private affairs. I shant 
be in for some hours. ‘Ta-ta. 


sees 


ones, 





The Dynamite Family. 


Turs has been a most eventful week in 
the Dynamite family. Mrs. Dynamite has 
been particularly unfortunate in various 
ways, but when on Wednesday night, her 
power of speech failed her, she felt that her 
cup was indeed full, and she intimated that 
she would be only too glad to give up the 
ghost, if she could thereby put an end to her 
sufferings. 

Mr. Dynamite had a full cup, too, on 
Wednesday. In fact he had several full 


cups, and the result was he became decid- 
edly full himself. 





thing: a new | 


| was some sixty dollars out. 
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To begin at the beginning, or, at least, to 
begin where Mr. Dynamite began, we must 
go back to Wednesday afternoon about four 
o’clock p.M. Then it wasthat Mr. D., on 
his way up town, met a friendly soul, and 
together they proceeded to enjoy a short but 
convival game of poker. 

There was a good two hours to span before 
dinner time, and Mrs. Dynamite and Mrs. 
‘Friendly Soul” need never be the wiser, 
you know. 

sut this calculation, like most poker play- 
ers’ intentions, failed signally. 

When six o’clock arrived Mr. Dynamite 
He therefore 
dispatched a note to his wife, stating that 
some buyers were in town and that he should 
be detained by them until a late hour, after 
which he fortified himself for the tenth time 
with a brandy and soda and went on with 
the game. 

Mrs. Dynamite eat her dinner in silence, 
and made diabolical plots for revenge. One 
thing she could do, that would be sure to 
make her husband furious and that was to 
sit up for him, and she inwardly resolved if 
he were not home sober and in his right 
mind at twelve o’clock, she’d give hima 


piece of her mind that would last him the | 


rest of the night. 

But on this particular occasion Mrs. Dyna- 
mite’s calculation was as great a failure as 
her husband's had been. 

Twelve o’clock sounded and no Dynamite. 
One o’clock came, then two, and Mrs. D., 
beginning to feel weak and sleepy concluded 
to fortify herself a little. On her toilet table 
stood a bottle containing some sort of a tonic 
that her physician had prescribed for her, 
and as this mixture had a pleasant taste and 
an exhilirating effect she thought she would 
take a dose just to wake herself up. At this 
instant Mr. D’s. key was heard to click in 
the door, and in her haste to get to the 
stairs and see if he was coming up on all 
fours, she didn’t wait to measure the dose 
With a teaspoon but quickly withdrawing 
the cork she placed the bottle to her lips and 
took a big swallow. 

Mr. Dynamite expected a blowing up. 


‘well she may. 


| mouth, and 





This he was to a certain extent prepa for 


but the shrieks that pierced his ears as he 
placed his foot on the stairs were what he 
had not bargained for. The yells of agony 
that had kept growing louder, partially 
sobered him, and he made quicker time in 
reaching his bedroom than his condition un- 
der other circumstances would have permit- 
ted. On opening the door his nostrils were 
regaled by whiffs of the strongest hartshorn 
and there stood the wife of his bosom, suck- 


| ing her breath, screaming like a lunatic. Her 


lips were swollen and as red as the tradition- 
ally boiled lobster, and her tongue, which 
protruded from her mouth, was in the same 
condition as her lips. She at last managed 
to ejaculate between her shrieks, ‘‘ ice! ice!” 
and as the pitcher of ice-water stood in its 
customary place on the table it did not take 
long to supply her wants in this respect. 

She sank into a chair, the tears streaming 
from her eyes, and as she sat chewing ice 
and rocking herself to and fro, Dynamite 
began to grasp the situation. 

Mr. D., in her haste had snatched a bottle 
of spirits of hartshorn or ammonia instead 
of the tonic, and had swallowed some of it 
before she knew what she was about. 

Had she been less precipitate in her move- 
ments, she would doubtless have smelled the 
stuff ere it was too late, and Dynamite has 
not yet been able to understand how the odor 
escaped his wife’s nostrils. 

She, of all others, to do such a thing. 


| ** Why,” said he to his ‘‘ Friendly Soul,” in 
| recounting his adventures, ‘‘ why if I take 
| a glass of beer before noon, that woman will 
| smell it on my breath before I get within a 


block of the house in the afternoon.” 

Mrs. Dynamite keeps her own counsel, as 
She knows now what it is to 
have one’s tongue cleave to the roof of one’s 
mouth, and she has subsisted on milk and 
cold gruel for two days. 

Dynamite is happy, but let him beware. 
She is nursing her wrath as well as her 
once her tongue recovers its 
wonted glibness he will be treated to a blow- 
ing up that he has never before even dreamed 


of. 
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F. BEARD. 





RUNNING THE GAUNTLET.-—-BEATING THE 1 
“THE JUDGE.”---“Go right along like a little ™ 
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tle Man, you’ll get through if you live long enough.” 
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and the auditorium was packed with a first 
night audience come to witness a ‘‘ new ver- 
sion ” of ‘* The Little Duke.” 

Lecocq’s most charming and piquant opera 


was beautifully put upon the stage, and the | 
: ; | say it took four months to prepare it for the 


costumes and other accessions made a bril- 
liant spectacle, but when Mme. Januschowsky 
(a woman who is almost as big as her name) 
appeared as the Little (?) Duke, THE JUDGE 
began to have misgivingsas to Col. McCaull’s 
idea of the eternal fitness of things. 


Now Mme. J——ky is a clever actress | 


and is evidently up to all the tricks and busi- 
ness of the stage, but her voice is not remark- 
able for sweetness or compass and she is no 
more the typical Little Duke than is Agnes 
Folsome the winsome and dainty 
Duchess of our mind’s eye. 

The plot of **‘ The Little Duke” hinges on 
the marriage of two children and the en- 
tanglement resulting therefrom. 

When the opera was first produced at 
Booth’s Theatre several years ago, two 
charming exponents of the principal charac- 
ters were found in the persons of Florence 
Ellis and Louise Beaudet. 

The transition from the memory of these 
young and pretty girls to the present actres- 
ses at The Casino was such a shock to the 
nervous system of THE JuDGE, that all the 
glamour and illusion of the old performances 
were immediately dispelled. 

Mr. Ryley is comical as usual, and Gene- 
vieve Reynolds was most excellent as the 
Preceptre 88. 

Of course, a drill is introduced in 
all the pretty girls available take part. The 
Casino would not be The Casino without 
this, and the various military and other evo- 
lutions of the fair ones gain the usual amount 
of applause. 

Mme. with the unpronounceable name, 
has improved since the first night, but she 
still renders the English translation of the 
French text with a villainous German accent 
which is enough to make ‘ Le Petit Duc’ 
turn in his grave. 

The “‘ new version,” of which there has 
been so much said, turns out to be consider- 
ably worse than the old adaptation. 

The French esprit is altogether lost 
sight of in the new translation, and in this, 
as well as in a few other matters, Col. 
McCaull would have been wise to let well 
enough alone. 

The prospects are that we shall have 
plenty of French, and French music before 
long. 

Theo has lost her husband, but that will 
not cause her to kick less irresistably than 
of yore, and then Judic is coming, too. 

Aimee doesn’t count, as far as the French 
is concerned, for it is to be English or 
nothing with her, this trip. 

if her accent in the new play is half as 
pretty as the one she has so often given us, 
in the song ‘‘ Pretty as a Picture,” she may 


which 





hittle | 











be certain of success, every time. 

We notice in a correspondent’s letter from 
France, that Mile. Vallot, who fell from a 
baleony in New York last winter, and broke 
a half a dozen ribs or so, is to support Theo. 

Said correspondent also remarks that Va!- 
lot is a fixed star in any company that may 
travel under the management of Maurice 
Graw. 

We are glad tohear it. She was decidedly 
a falling star a few months ago. 

We go to press too early to make more 
than a passing mention of the spectacular 


| pieces at The Star, and space will not per- 
Own the night of August 4th the Casino | 
was more brilliantly illuminated than usual, | 


mit an extended notice of ‘‘ Caprice” until 
next week. 
Dates are out for Mme. Janisch who is 


abroad buying new dresses, etc. She opens 
in New York at the New Park Theatre, Sept. 
29th, for a season of four weeks. 

‘Called Back ” is still in rehearsal. They 


London stage. 

Doubtless the Madison Square people will 
profit by the experience of the Brittishers 
and only four weeks will be allotted to re- 
hearsels, CCC... here. 

The scenery and stage settings are copied 
of those used on the other side, and every 
one knows it is much easier to copy than it 
Is to originate. 

If ** Called Back ” provesasnecess, doubt- 
less the Lurlesques upon it, that are now ele- 
vating and refining the Londoners, will be 
brought forth for the delectation of inhabi- 
tants of New York and other cities. 

Great things are expected of Mantell. In 
the mean time Fanny Davenport has not vet 
discovered another Joris for her play 
ssi Fedora.”’ 

Miss Davenport’s ill health having been 
sufficiently advertised, we are now informed 
that she has entirely recovered, and is ready 


for another season’s struggle with Sardou’s | 


hideous Russian Tragedy. 
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N EW BOOKS. 


**The words of James G 
the Day. Edited by 
D. L. Guernsey.” 

A complete and compendious record of 
the public speeches of the distinguished 
Republican leader. By the aid of this book 
the American people can apply to their next 
President the scriptural test of fitness—out 
of his own mouth they can judge him. Mr. 
Blaine’s speeches will well repay perusal, 
and though much of their value and interest 
is necessarily lost in the cold medium of 
black and white; though they must here be 
read in the closet, divested of the vivid mag- 
netism which inspired them when they were 
delivered viva voce, there is no true Ameri- 
can to-day who can read them, having regard 

|to the circumstances and the troublous 
times in which they were spoken, without 
interest or even enthusiasm. Of course, in 
a collection of the speeches of a public life 
of the length and industry of Mr. Blaine’s, 
much must be omitted in deference to require- 
ments of space—much must be utterly lost. 
| The sharp and pungent retorts which came 
so readily to Mr. Blaine’s tongue and which 
rendered him a master in debate, must, in 
great measure, be wholly omitted, but, on 
the whole, the book is complete in matter 
| and faultless in manner. 

An appendix gives an interesting account 
of the life and public services of John A. 
Logan—a life which is stirring as a war 
record and admirable for the lofty patriotism 
which animates every action in it. 





Blaine on the Issues of 


Walter S. Vail. Boston, 


| 


‘* Life of James G. Blaine, by Charles W. Bales- 
tier. New York, John W. Lovell & Co.” 

In reading the stirring life of James G. 
Blaine we are impressed chiefly with two 
things. Oneisthe magnificent personability 
of the man—the affluence of talent, and the 
thorough self-poise and readiness which ac- 
| companies distinguished ability. The other 
is his unflinching, unswerving, true-blue 
Republicanism. James G. Blaine stood by 
the cradle of the Republican party and heard 
its first breath. His hand was one of those 
which guided its infant steps, and his 
affectionate care never relaxed till the giant 
he had fostered had dominated the conntry, 
struck the shackles from the slaves and saved 
the Union. Mr. Blaine’s life is the life of 
the Republican party, and his history is the 
history of the country during the last thirty 
years. It is almost impossible to disasociate 
Mr. Blaine from Republicanism; it is im- 
possible to disasociate Republicanism from 


Mr. Blaine, as Geo. Wm. Curtis and his 
following are finding to their cost. In the 


less than three hundred pages of the boak 
before us, such a life must be indicated 
rather than set forth at length, but the bio- 
graphical work has been done so well, that 
we have a glimpse at all the savant features 
of our next President; we can detect the 
moving of the springs that shaped his course 
of action, and we can perceive him steadily 
advancing towards the prize which no hand 
but that of Death can now snatch from hira— 
the Presidency of these United States. It 
is the only gift which is left for a grateful 
netion to bestow on its most valued leader. 
This little book should be read by every 
American citizen before he steps to the polls 
to cast his ballot in this campaign. It will 
show Mr. Blaine’s position on every great 
question that has agitated the country for 
nearly thirty years; and it will show him 
sound on all. The little volume is enriched 
by an excellent portrait and autograph letter 
of its distinguished subject, and closes with 





a brief record of the life of John A. Logan. 






























































My Neighbors. 
Part II. 
We really deem, ’twould be as well, 
If in this vale of cases, 
Good people would just condescend 
To mind their own affairs. —Old Song. 

I HAVE one neighbor that always quarrels 
with all the rest. Mrs. Bailey Bickering is 
her name. 

She never quarrels with me. I don’t know 
why she don’t, but she always comes to tell 
me the history of her quarrels with the other 
neighbors. She has just been in now to tell 
me the story of her last battle. 

We have a new neighbor just come, a Mrs. 
Carmine. ‘The Bickerings were not sure if 
they would call, until some one said she was 
related to the Carmines of Cartown. 

Then Mrs. Bickering had out the carriage 
with the Bickering bears rampant on the 
panels, and both men servants on the box 
with the Bickering bears rampant on all 
their buttons. 

She put on her new pea-green pompadour 
satin, and a brand new bonnet, and went in 
full splendor to call on Mrs. Carmine, but 
she was not at home. So the magnificent 
John Thomas presented the waitress with 
two cards, bearing respectively the names of 
Mr. Bartholomew Bailey Bickering, and 
Mrs. Bartholomew Bailey Bickering. So far 
good, but the Bickerings don’t call on every 
one, they are very exclusive. They are an 
old family. I believe it is true that there were 
Bickerings in Noah’s ark. I am sure there 
never were three sons and their wives there 
together without something of the kind. The 
Bickerings were proud of their family, any- 
way, and when they learned that our new 
neighbor was not connected with the Car- 
mines of Cartown, or with any one else worth 
knowing, they began to think they had been 
a little previous, and they half wished they 
hadn’t called, but Mrs. Bickering was equal 
to the emergency. Did ever an emergency 
arise that she was not equal to? She took 
her pen in hand, and wrote as follows: 

**Mrs. Bartholomew Baily Bickering presents her 
Mrs 
that her call yesterday having been made under an 


compliments to Carmine, and begs to say, 
erroneous impression regarding Mrs. Carmine's fami 
ly, she will feel obliged by the return of the cards 
she left yesterday. be 

R. 8. V. P. 

Mrs. Carmine is a peppery little woman; 
and has so great an opinion of herself and 
Mr. Carmine, that she has the presumption 
to think that they are as good, and better 
than the Bickerings, though they have no 
rampant bears. So her reply was not couched 
in terms that tend to smooth matters be- 
tween her and her big neighbors. It ran as 
follows: 


return 
but 


‘*Mrs. Carmine regrets that she can not 


Mrs. Bartholomew Baily Bickering’s cards, 





most unfortunately she referred last night to her | 


visiting list, and, not seeing any such name as 
Bailey Bickering there, she tore the cards and threw 
them into the waste basket.” 


Mrs. Bickering showed me the note and sat 
all afternoon with me abusing the Carmines. 
She went just as near swearing as so great a 
lady could. She raised up her head, inflated 
her bust, and walked up and down my little 
room, lifting her feet verv high. 

When she left it was too late for me to 
call on the Carmines, a duty I do not mean 
to neglect. I respect Mrs. Carmine. She 
had snubbed the neighbor who snubbs every 
one else. Mrs. Bickering scorns us all as no 











THE JUDGE. 





A GHOST THAT 
Curtis—‘‘ Oh, my prophetic soul. 


one but herself could. If I get a new gown 
it is the study of my life to try to conceal 
from Mrs. Bickering how much I paid for 


it. She don’t like any of my servants. She 
don’t approve of my living alone. She don’t 
think that I manage my income well. She 


don’t think I have my rooms nicely arranged. 
She don’t like the stores I deal at, or the set 
of people I go amongst. But the roughest 
time I have with her is when my little 
nephews and nieces come to spend their holi- 
days with me. Old maid, as I am, they love 
to come to me, and are always, I think, good 
and happy with me. 

Mrs. Bickering never was a mother her- 
self, but for that reason she thinks she knows 
more about children than any one else. She 
has a system about children, I have none. I 
only want them to have a good time. She 
has theories about their diet, diseases, tem- 
pers, deportment, disposition, education, 
and I don’t know what else besides. She 


wants to have them fed with the Bickering | 


food, kept to the Bickering hours, play the 
Bickering games, be dosed with the Bicker- 
ing physic, and chastised with the Bickering 
rod, 

**T don’t like Mrs. Bickering, Auntie,” 
said my little Violet one day. ‘‘ She is like 
the devil.” 

“Oh! fie Violet,” I replied, ‘ you must 
not say that.” 

‘* But she is, Auntie. 
about like a roaring lion, seeking whom she 
may devour.” 

But Violet was not ever good when Mrs. 
Bickering was by. That lady undertook to 
lecture her one day, and told her no one 
loved naughty children. But Violet was 
quite unabashed, and told her that she knew 
one person that loved naughty children, and 
that one was the devil. 

Mrs. Bickering is always very particular 
to be given her proper place, and due pre- 
cedence in going down to dinner, etc. She 


IS LIKELY TO APPEAR 


I think she goes | 
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HARPER'S *a aYWEEKLY 


Kone” 


TO CURTIS. 


My old employer Fletcher Harper. 


is one of those people who always have a 
grievance. I think she would rather do with- 
out her dinner than without her grievance, 
but all the same she is very fond of her din- 
ner, and if a dish to which she is not partial, 
chances to come to table, she glares at her 
hostess as if it were intended as a personal 
insult. 

It is a solemn undertaking to ask the 
Bickerings to dinner. I did it once, and I 
never dared to do it again. Mrs. Bickering 
was ‘“‘cuts” with Mr. Vellum, whom I 
asked to hand her down. He offered his 
arm. She refused to move. Every one else 
was waiting. I asked in despair, ‘* Who will 
you have?” 

‘*Mr. Bently,” she replied, after a swift 
glance around the room. I made the re- 
quired arrangement, and took Mr. Vellum 
myself, and tried to soothe his lamated feel- 
ings. He is an elderly man, who looks as if 
he had had a surprise early in life, and had 
gone about in a state of astonishment ever 
since, His eyes are always very wide open, 
and his mouth usually stands ajar. What 
little hair he has, is usually very erect on the 
top of a little head as round as a ball. How 
surprised he did look that evening. He did 
not know he was to be cut, and thought 
Mrs. Bickering had suddenly taken leave of 
her senses. 

She didn’t like my wine, and took pains 
to tell me so. She sent out for her own 
John Thomas, with the bears on, to attend 
| on her, as female waiters fussed her, she 
said. She wondered how any one could eat 
a morsel in such a pokey little room, and 
asked me how I could dress a salad with 
such oil? 

She said her cook would give me a lesson 
in my jellies and creams, and that I would 
really find it an economy, in the long run, to 
| get my ice from a really respectable place. 
| I was so mortified that I couldn’t sing after 
‘dinner. Though I had practiced the ‘‘ Clang 
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THE JUDGE. 





, 


Great Scott ! 


a I umpured an amateur game of bhase-ball 


of the Wooden Shoon” so carefully, I felt 
my voice quiver on the “ clang,” and I fairly 
collapsed at the “‘ wooden shoon. ’ Certainly 


I do not shine in society, but Mrs. Bickering | 


came forward, and said, witha contemptuous 
smile, that her niece, Miss Nightingale, 
would be happy tosing. She didn’t look 
happy at all. She looked very nervous, in- 
deed, but she did her best, and sang a song 
about spring, and the electric birds. She 
had on a white dress with green ivy leaves 
sown all over it. It struck me she looked 
like a spring chicken, nicely boiled and 
dressed with parsley and butter. No one 
dared go away till Mrs. Bickering went, and 
she sat on, torturing me, till long past mid- 
night. 

How glad I was, when I heard the rampant 
bears rolling away, and how solemnly I 
vowed, that if all the Bickerings in Christen- 
dom were dying of starvation, they should 
never dine with me again. 

After all there is no greater mistake in 
the world, than it is for little bodies to ask 
big ones to dinner. And there are some 
bodies so big, that under certain circum- 
stances the Metropolitan Opera House, if 
they had it all to themselves, would not be 
big enough to hold them. How the Bicker- 
ing of the ark got on, I can not tell. I am 
sure, he found it pokey and crowded enough, 
and I have since taken the trouble to trace 
the family history a little way back, and I 
find there have been Bickerjngs among very 
low grades indeed, since Noah’s time, and I 
very much doubt they got their bears out of 
the ark, for I have clear proof they were 


W hat has happe He df, 


| all this is none of my business. 


, ; ” 
ld fellow ? 


last week.” 


purchased by the present Bickering shortly 
before his marriage. He got the ideain Eng- 
land, and, I suspect, brought them back 
with him—perhaps paid duty on them, but 
I would go 
my own way and let other folks go theirs, 
they would only let me alone, for theirs is 
nothing of the mean tattling, gossiping, 
mischief-making, meddling, busy-body, old 
maid about. 
TABITHA TOMPKINS. 

Does Chicago 

Rhyme with Sago 

Does Chicago 

Rhyme with Fargo? 

Does Chicago 

Rhyme with morgue? 

Does Chicago 


Rhyme with brag, oh? 


Oh! 


High tied—a man dangling from the limb 
of a tree with a noose around his neck. 


4 MODEL DOCUMENT. 


To avoid unfortunate complications, such 
as saying too much, or not enough, we re- 
spectfully submit to Mr. Cleveland the fol- 
lowing perfectly safe and non-committal let- 
ter of acceptance: 

Albany, Aug. —, 1884. 


Nomination accepted. Thanks. 


Grover Cleveland. 








| Way, 





if | 


| 





You Bet You Won’t. 

A HUNGRY gleam is in his eye, 

He say's he’s sought work o’er and o'er; 
Oh, if he’d but a chance to try, 

He'd work his bones and muscles sore! 
Sut just, ere listening to his cry, 

Point to the wood-pile by the door.— 
He'll turn away with weary sigh, 

And you'll never see him more. 


— Philadelphia Call. 





Waked too Suddenly. 


It is curious how a startling sentence 
will affect people who are sleeping sound- 
ly, sometimes, when suddenly and ener- 
getically spoken. The other morning, 
on a coach on the Chicago & Alton rail- 
nearly all the passengers 


were ly- 
ing back in their chairs, 


sound asleep, 


| when a crazy man jumped up and shouted at 
| the top of his voice: 


“The Devil is 
washer in hell!” 
!”? shouted a preacher, awaking 


chief cook and bottle 


**Amen! 
with a start. 

**Rah_ for 
an [rishman. 

‘“Three times and sold for twenty dol- 
lars,” bawled an auctioneer. : 

‘**T object,” snorted a lawyer. 

**T call your hand,” said the gambler. 

‘*Whoa-haw, Buck,” cried a farmer. 

‘Me little dawling,” sighed a masher. 

‘Hit ’wm again,” said a boxer, and then 
the lawyer hit the preacher with his grip- 
sack, and the auctioneer rapped the mash- 


Blaine and Logan,” roared 


er over the head with his umbrella, and 
the Irishman kicked the gambler, and the 
farmer bit the Iriseman’s ear, and there 


was more fun for a few minutes than that 
erazy man ever had in the same length of 
time before, and he. imagined that his 
preaching and exhorting was converting 
them all.—Through Mail. 





No Place to Die In. 


Oner day during a noted Kentucky cam- 
paign, and while the Confederate army was 
passing through Allen county, General 
Breckinridge, aproaching General Hind- 
man, said: 

‘*We are only ashort distance now from 
Bear Waller, and are not very far from Jim- 
town.” 

The solemnity of his manner attracted 
Hindman’s serious attention, and regarding 
sreckinridge with a long look of inquiry, 
he asked: 

‘** But, General, why does your nearness to 
those places so concern you?” 

** Well, you see,” Breckinridge replied, ‘I 
fear it will be my fate to be killed in an ac- 
tion at Jimtown or Bear Waller. Bear 
Waller!” he repeated. ‘‘ The thoughtof be- 
ing killed at a place with such a name 
makes me sick!”— Toledo Blade. 








** Avast? there, you lubber; d’ye want to 
run us down?” yelled an old sea captain 
visiting in St. Louis, and who was enjoying 
a drowsy siesta in the veranda. It was only 
a St. Louis girl coming upthe street. He 
mistook her ears for the sails of a schooner. 
— Brooklyn Times. 


Axsovut 4,000 comets have been seen since 
the records began. Owing to the more gen- 
eral enforcement of the liquor laws within 
the past few years the list has not been grow- 
ing so fast as might be desired.—Burlington 
Free Press, 
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The Execration and the Eulogy. 


An Execration, lying in the shade read- 
ing @ newspaper, was approached by a 


Eulogy. 

“Anything new, Execration?” 

“Yes, I’ve lost a job.” 

‘‘How’s that? Panic knock you out?’ 

“No; but you know Mr. Prominent 
Man? ” 

‘What, that generous gentleman, so kind 
yet so firm, so proud yet so humble, so pro- 
found yet so simple?” 

“Yes, that old skinflint so full of taffy 
yet so pig-headed, so vain yet so obsequi ious, 
so bombastic yet so purile; ‘that’s the fellow.” 

‘What of him?” 

“Why, he’s dead, and that throws 
of a job.” 

**]’m sorry for you, 
loss is my gain; 
work.” 


sme out 


Execration, but your 
his death gives me plenty of 
News. 


mm OR ago 





The True Nobility. 

WEALTHY FATHER—‘“‘ Who was that raga- 
muffin [ saw you walking with this afternoon 
on the street?” 

Daughter—‘‘A very nice young man.” 

‘‘A nice young man? | should think so! 
Why, his clothes were all torn and his face 
and hands where very dirty.” 

**He can’t help that. He had just finished 
a job and hadn’t time to change his clothes.” 


‘But do you consent to mi ike an equal of a | 


common day laborer. 
‘He is no day laborer.” 
‘“* What is he?” 
A plumber’s apprentice.” 
‘Oh, that makes adifference. 
see you apprec iate true nobility. 
around to dinner. I should like 
him.”—Rochester Post E. press 


I’m glad to 
Ask him 
to meet 





Raising on Two Thousand Pairs. 


‘** CHICAGO is a great city,” said one trav- 
eling man to another, as they got off a train 
in that town. 


“Yes, it’s a big place. Did you ever see 
them raising houses and building the first 
story last?” 

“ie. Do they do that?’ 

** Yes, all the time. Why, some time ago 
they raised the whole Tremont House with 


four thousand jacks.” 

“*How many?” 

“* Four thousand.” 

‘“‘Thunder! It didn’t take so many, 
it? By gravy, I saw a fellow down in Cin- 
cinnati, about a week ago, into one of 
the biggest establishments there, and I’m a 
sucker if he didn’t raise the whole house 
with two jacks. Prettiest game of bluff I 
ever saw.” 

The other man gave Cincinnati the lead, 
and Chicago came in a very fair second.— 
Merchant Traveler. 


did 


go 





WomMeEN do love one another. It is only 
a woman who thinks of kissing a man for 
his mother.— New Orleans Picayune. 


ADVICE to an astronomer—Do not mistake 
a meteor for a comet in case the former 
should meteor eye.— Boston Transcript. 

WE have at last discovered why our gas 
bill is so high. ‘The meter is sick—it must 
have gas- Argus. 





FLies are said to be scaree in cholera 
years. Flies are plentiful enough this year 
to drive away everything, even patience.— 


Hartford Post. 








| 
| 





| 
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wife 


THE JUDGE. 


Two Definitions. 


‘MAMMA, what is a man?” 
six-year-old of her mother. 

‘Oh! aman is a great big gawk of a 
thing that has to be supported by a woman.” 

‘*What am a woman, papa?” she asked. 

‘Why, darling, a woman is a—a—-why a 
woman is a—a woman,” he added, and 
listened attentively, clutching a flat- 
iron as she did so.—7'hrough Mail. 


asked a little 





Great for Economy. 


New York hotel- ‘siiinte 
you are examining? ” 

Clerk—‘‘Its a new invention—a little 
spring that you attach to gas jets so that 


his | 


‘“* What is that | 


| 
| 
| 
| 





when the light is blown out the gas will 
| turn itself off.” 
Hotel-keeper—‘‘ Let me see. How many | 








people have accidentally killed themselves 
that way here?” 

Clerk—‘‘ Seventeen last year, I think. 
We should have this new attachment put in 
all the rooms.” 


Hotel-keeper.—** Yes, indeed. It will be 
a great saving of gas.”— Philadelphia Call. 





A Story of Blaine. 
A GENTLEMAN who was in 
gusta tells a good story of Blaine. 
ter of acceptance was being discussed and 
his companion and guest expressed some 
surprise at the remarkable showing he had 
made of figures in support of the tariff policy, 
saying that he had never seen the facts 
grouped in so forcible a manner before. 
Mr. Blaine said it reminded him of a little 


recently 


| story. 


**An Trishman who had lately come over 
went to his employer and asked him to write 
a letter to the old folks at home. The em- 
ployer took his pen and Pat dictated: 

‘Wud yer honor plaze tell ’em I 
mate wunst a day?’ 

““*Why, Pat, you have meat twice always 
and often three times a day.’ 

‘¢<« Sure, , said Pat, ‘that’s thrue, but 
I’m tellin ‘em now more thin any eny in the 
hull county will belave.’”—Jowa Capital. 


have 


sor 





What’s in a Name. 


THE docter looked at the patient’s pulse, 
felt of his tongue, and said with Spartan 
brevity: 

“‘ Bile! ” 

““T can’t,” said the rich 
‘*7’m not a tea-kettle.” 

**T have diagnosed your 
the doctor. ‘* You are 
idiosyncrasy.” 

‘Good heavens! ” 
“Will kill me?” 

“It will in time,” 
solemnly. 

And now the rich 


man, gloomily. 


case,” 
suffering from an 
the 


gasped patient’ 


answered the docter, 


man is trying to find 
out if he has originated a new disease, 
or if it’s only the doctor’s Latin name for 
tape worm.”—Detroit Free Press. 





Way not run Phineas T. Barnum for 
persident. He controls the bigest canvas and 
has the best show in the world.—Brook/yn 
Times. 


‘* SIXTEEN feet make a rod,” say the old 
arithmetics. But then the Chicago girl did 


not figure so largely in literature then as she 


does now.—Burlington Free Press. 


Au- 
His let- 








returned | 





13 


Sunday in Chicago. 


CuicaGo Preacher—‘ Yes, the attendance 


has been very meagre lately; but I had a 
| grand congregation last Sund: ay. 
Visiting Brother—‘* Last Sunday? Why, 


I saw by the papers that it stormed here ter- 
ribly last Sunday.” 

‘** Yes; as the saying is, it rained pitch- 
forks all day long.” 

** And yet you say that 
crowded ? ” 

“Ven” 

** How do you account for it? 

“Well, you the weather was so bad 
that they had to pospone the races. —Phila. 
Call. 


your church was 


” 


see, 





He Wasn’t the Kind. 
‘““ Boy!” he called ee sni lap yped his fingers 
at a post-office boot-black, ‘are you the lad 
I handed a dollar bill Mfc oars 


chan: ged, and you beat me out of thirteen 
cents? 
‘No, sir.” 
‘Look out! How do you know you 
ain’t?” 
““*Cause: do I look like the boy who’d 


beat vou out of a shilling when I could walk 
off withthe dollar! Stranger, yoa must have 
got hold of some poor leetle kid who’s just 
begun bizness.”’—Detroit Free Press. 





The Delegate’s Breakfast. 
‘WHat have you got for breakfast?” in- 
quired a guest of a waiter at the Palmer 


House, Chicago. 


‘Cracked ice, seltzer lemonades, iced-tea 


and bromide of potassium,” was the re- 
sponse. 

“Great Cesar, man, hain’t you got no 
ham an’ eggs an’ taters an’ steak an’ bread 
an’ coffee?”’ queried the astonished guest. 

“Oh, I thought you were a delegate,” said 
the waiter, and then he handed out a bill of 
fare, and the man from Sangamon County 


ordered a back-woods breakfast. 
Sut the waiter knew what a delegate want- 
ed just the same.—7he Hutchet. 





Two Forms of Malaria. 


“You are looking tough 
Mr. Bosbyshell.” 

“* Yes; I feel somewhat rocky.” 

‘* Nervous prostration?” 

‘No; malaria.” 

** Malaria? you amaze 

“*Well,I call it malaria. You see, the truth 
is last Saturday we had a birthday celebra- 
tion and we’ve all had malaria since.” 

nal birthday celebration ?” 

“Yes; John M. Dandy was 24 years old 
last Saturday, and we—” 

Ah, yes—I see; but where is John?” 

», He hasn’t shown up yet; ours is a mild 
type of malara, but I recon he’s got it in the 
acute form.’ —Chicago News. 


this morning, 


me.” 


THE annual production of beer in this 
country gives 400 mugs to every inhabitant. 
Have vou disposed of your share ?— Hart- 





| ford Post. 


WonG Chin Foo says the principal quali- 


ties requisite for a Chinese belle are cheek 
and nerve. This is a very fortunate thing 
| for the Chinese-belle. If be ‘auty was the 


desired, she would be 
as a belle.-— Norristown 


leading characteristic 
a glaring failure 


Herald. 
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How to Handie a Gun. 


‘‘THe first thing you do when you go 
hunting with another boy is to guard your- 
self against accident. The best way to do 
this is to shoot the other boy before he has 
time to load his gun. Then take both guns 
to the nearest creek and throw them in. 
Throw the powder and shot in after them. 
If you have any matches about your clothes, 
throw them in also. Then start at once and 
go home as fast as ever you can. And if 
you are under eighteen years young, the 
chances are, even with these precautions, 
that you will get both legs and a section of 
your back filled to the brim with bird shot 
before you reach home.” 

‘‘ How?” 

‘‘ Goodness only knows, my son, I don’t. 
I have often wondered how it did happen, 
but I could never ascertain. Iam not here 
to advance ingenious theories, but merely to 
state cold facts, and I know it to be a solemn 
truth that a boy with a single-barrel gun 
twice as long as himself can manage some- 
how to shoot himself in more places at once 
than a man can with a seven-shooter revol- 
ver. And am I going to buy you a gun? 
Yes, I am; sometime in the long vacation 
when time hangs heavily on my hands, and 
I think I would enjoy entertaining you by 
picking shot out of your legs with a nut- 
pick.” 

sut you will be very careful with it? So 
is a woman very careful with an umbrella, 
my son, and yet science is unable to account 
for the startling increase of one-eyed men 
every summer.”—Burlington Hawkeye. 





Cannibalistic. 

A Watnvt Hills lady had been entertain- 
ing a friend of her husband, and the next 
day her little girl said to her: 

‘* Mamma, ain’t we cannibals?” 

**Of course not,” was the reply, “‘ Why 
did you ask that?” 

‘* Because I heard papa say we had Mr. 





| a new popular song. 





Jenkins for dinner yesterday. ”’—Me rchant | 


Tra veler. 





Almost Out of Dogs. 

**MArIAR.” said an Allan county peasant 
tohis other half, ‘* have you enny idee how 
many young ’uns we have?” 

‘** Nigh onto ‘leven, I guess.” 

‘“‘And how many dogs are they round 
yere?” 

“* Most a dozen, I there’s Tige, an’ 
Bruce, an’ Growler, and her four pups, an’ 
the hound, an’ the terrier, an’ them others 
o’Hank’s that loaf round y’ere.” 

‘Yay, “leven children and only a dozen 
dogs—Mariar. don’t ye think we have ’most 
too many children? Times is most tarnation 
hard, ye know. Say, can’t we put out some 
o’ our chunkiest gals to work? I ’low that 
they could make enough in a spell for us to 
buy another dog or two.” 

** Jist as ye say, Hezekiah.” 

‘Wall, I ‘low ’f we could swap two of our 
young ‘uns fur four more dogs, we’d be fixed, 
I guess I'll try it.”— Hoosier. 


guess; 


A BARBER says—barbers are forever say- 

ing something—that it is the rich and not the 
ry 

poor man who becomes bald the soonest. The 
barber is probably right. A poor man’s bless- 
ing, you know. ‘The less there is to inherit, 
the more abundant the heirs.— Boston Tran- 
script. 





THE 


THE skating rinks at Saratoga are open. 
This accounts for the car load of arnica a 
prominent New York house shipped to Sara- 
toga yesterday.—Brooklyn Times. 


JUDGE. 





Tne Concord School of Philosophy opened | 


its sixth term yesterday. Wear a bag of ice 
water on your head while reading the reports 
of its sessions. —Hartford Post. 


**Wuy, pa look what a big store, I can’t 
see the other end of it, what is it?” asked 
Tommy Bushman when on a visit to Chica- 
go with his pa. ‘* Oh, that’s a Chicago shoe 
store, Tommy,” replied Bushman.—Brovok- 
lyn Times. 


No women are employed in the New York | 


City Post Office, and a sour-minded youth 
intimates the fact that the 
is the best managed in the country.— Boston 


Post. 


A CuicaGo lady has bleached her hair to 
match the shade of her bright sorrel horse. 
Some of her friends, however, when they see 
her out with her husband, think she at- 
tempted to change the color of her tresses to 
match his nose, and didn’t get the tint quite 
enough of a strawberry blond.— Norristown 


Herald. 


**T am Nobody's Darling,” is the name of 


feelings of the fellow who wrote it. 
are ‘‘ Nobody’s Darling,” and 


We, too, 
it is a great 


New York office | 








ALEXANDER is said to have died after a 
great feast, and the Frenchman who drank 
nine siphons of soda water and expired did 
also sigh for new worlds to conquer.—JBos- 
ton Transcript. 





Wuat is the use in talking about the 
Democratic ticket being proof against the 
campain rhymaster? How long will it be 
before something like this appears? 

We'll shout for our man and his important appen- 

dix! 

We'll hoop her up lively for Cleveland and Hen- 
dricks!— Chicago News. 


Ir there is anything that will make a man 
cordially hate himself it is when he takes a 
walk about a mile to the post office to find 
that he has left his keys at home, and then 


| on going home after them to find on opening 


We can imagine the | 


relief to us, in more ways than one, during | 





the season of cream and _ peaches. 
Citizen. 

“Yrs,” remarked Fenderson, ‘‘I was 
pretty hard pressed for money for awhile, 
but I am now on my feet again.” 
you,” replied Fogg, glancing at Fenderson’s 
No. 11’s; ‘* you are lucky. Nothing, I should 
say, could overthrow you.”—Boston Tran- 


| script. 


Escaping the Mosquitoes. 


| ‘*I wap learned in various ways that mos- 
quitoes cannot fly very high, 


and so when | 
came down to the seashore I asked for rooms 
in the top story.” 

** Well, you got them?” 

** Yes, but they were all 
had to pay the occupants a big bonus to 
move to some other hotel, and the conse- 
quence is these miserable attics cost me about 
as much as the finest apartments on the sec- 
ond floor front. ” 

** But you are free from mosquitoes? ” 

‘Free from them? They nearly eat me.” 

‘* Why, how did they get at you?” 

“The darned things came up in the ele- 
vator.”— Philadelphia Call. 


occupied and I 





The Only St. John Man. 
‘PARDON me, sir, but you did not cheer 
as the procession passed; you are not a Blaine 
man?” 
**No, I am not.” 


“You think, then, that Cleveland 
should—” 
“You mistake me, sir; I am not for 


Cleveland.” 

‘**Then it is Butler whom you—” 

‘* Wrong again, sir; I could not consistent- 
ly vote for Butler.” 

‘* What! not for Blaine, nor Cleveland, nor 
Butler? You must be a Prohibitionist, then. 
You’re the first St. John man I’ve met this 
year!” 

‘I’m sorry to hear you say that; I’m St. 
John himself.”—Chicago News. 


Lowell | 


| community. 


“<é A re | 








the box that the only thing in it is a card 
notifying him that his box rent is due.— 
Boston Post. 


AWKWARD Ipiot—*‘ Your train is quite 
long, Miss Lucy.” 

Miss Lucy—‘‘ It will not be so long if 
you take two feet off of it.” 


He had intended to conduct her to the 


| supper table, but he had to get off the train 


very suddenly, so that some other young man 
undertook to conduct her to the banquet hall. 
— Texas Siftings. 

THE great trouble with these wonderful 
Georgia girls is that their miraculous powers 
are put to no practical use. If, for instance, 
they could raise a loan for a fellow in a bus- 
iness strait, or lift a mortgage from the 
homestead, they might be of some use in the 
Sut, alas! there appear to be 
limits even to their strength.— Boston Tran- 
script. 

A SouTHERN claimant, who was trying to 
push his claim through Congress, failed, be- 
cause his proposition was unconstitutional. 
Meeting a friend, he said: 

‘Well, Bill, I failed in that little mat- 
ter.” 

‘* How was that? 

*©On account of a flaw in the Constitu- 
tion,” was the reply.— Washington Hatchet. 


” 





YOUNG MEN!--READ THIs. 
THe Vortaic Bett Co. of Marshall, Mich., offer to send their 
d Evectro-Voitarc BELT and other ELecTRIic APPLI 
young or old) afflicted 


1 trial for thirty days, to men 





vous debilit loss of vitality and manhood, and all 

d troubles or rheumatism, neuralgia, paralysis 

many ther i complete restoration to health, 
vigor and mant d guaranteed. Norisk is incurred as thirty 
days trial is allowed. Write them at once for illustrated 


pamphlet free. 





United 
States 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 
Association, 
$20 Broadway, 
u.Y, 





$5,000 Accidental Insurance. $25 Weekly Indem- 
nity Membership Fee, $5. Annual Cost about $12. 
$10,000 


Insurance with $50 Indemnity, at Corres- 
ponding Rates. Write or call for circular and appli- 


cation blank. European permits without extra 
charge. CHAS. B. PEET. President, (of Rogers 
Peet & Co.) JAS. R. PitCHER, Secretary, 320, & 


322 Broadway. 
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Tourists’ 





PICTURESQUE TOURIST ROUTE 
Special Trains for 


Saratoga, Lake George, and Catskill Mountains, 


<XTRCOF BFLIAPpr ~rI=--= 
— .o= TaN led 1d Dy 
WILL THIS SUMMER 
Equal in Speed and may in 1. cama all other Routes 
ray e 


xh eee 4 et ee kk ee 


Tickets to All Resorts ‘at Offices of West Shore Route 


PULLMAN BUFFET PARLOR CARS 
Will run through between 
WASHINGTON, LONG BRANCH, SARATOGA, LAKE GEORGE, 
NEW YORK, 
ANIL 
CATSKILL MOUNTAINS axp NIAGARA FALLS, 
Exclusively by the West Shore Route, 

gt See Time Tables in Daily Papers headed West Shore Route 








The Presidential Campaign has opened, and THE Sun is in 
dispensable to all who would intelligently follow the course of 
the Canvass. The Daily SuN reaches, by fast mail or express, all 
f New York during business hours on 
the day of publication. Your newsdealer will supply it promptly 
Address 


points within 400 miles « 


send it by mail at 3) cents a month 


1. W. ENGLAND, Publisher “THe Scx,” 
New York City. 


on order, or we will 





jolumbia Bicycles 
CAPS AND TRICYCLES. 
Send 3cent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue 
THE POPE MANUFACTURING CO., 


597 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 





Branch House, 12 Warren street, New York 





Revolvers, 
’ 








PE ners 
~at Weste 
Gun W o orks, P' ittsburgh, Pa 









Lavoe IL 
Catalogue free. 





Peck & Snyder’s 


CELEBRATED TENNIS 
Batts anwp Bats 


w Franklin Bat can- 
pa 1, Price 5 5) 





Stamps. 


Peck & alocue o r, ‘rT 26, 128, 1 BS = ane i.e 


PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Travel around the World in your 
Chair. 

Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
adapt them for Home Amusement. 

With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 


mer be earned. §#~ VIEWS in stock, and made to order. 
Send for Catalogue. HART. & YOUN 





G 
185 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


BEHRING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Squure é& Upright 


FPrIAWwos. 
Warerooms: 3 W. 14th St. & 129 B. 425th St. 


Factory, N. E.-corner 124 st. and ist ave.. New York. 








“Throw Physic to the dogs, 
I'll none of it,—Shakespeare. 


HEALTH, STRENGTH AND ENERGY 


Take no more Medicine, but wear, 
Dr. Young's Patent Electric Belts. 
Trade Mark: “ HEALTH REsTORER.” 











Ry which NERVOUSNESS, NERVOUS | 


ao —— DEBILITY,1 F MANH 
a " I> . 4 Ss A , WEAK 
oS *! 





2 SS OF BODY AND MINI YOUTH 
FUL ERRORS, &¢ can be cured | 
“HEALTH RESTORER ina fe w days. A MEDICAL W 
RAGE MARK L% TO BE GIVEN AWAY, showing suf 
= a = rers hc w they may be cured 
_$—_ <> id recover Health, Strength 
and Manly Vigor with WUT THE AID OF MEDICINE. will be 


poston receipt of ste Am Pec dl dire cted envelope 
s, Secretar Electro Medical Company 
455 ¢ anal Street New York 





ntion this paper. 





THE JUDGE. 15 


Ir will be a bold maiden, indeed, who | Cc Hay Fever 
hints ice-cream to any of the survivors of the a ar Seca ea 
Greely party or to any of those who rescued been severely aff with Hay 
them.— Wash. Hatchet. mover, While sume 

I was induced to try I 

THe free baths in Philadelphia were pat- _ nt — ys acho 
ronized by 60,000 people last week. A great | a nea Poinaaon: tog 
change is noticeable in the complexion of | slightest inconvenience, and have 
the inhabitants.— Poston Post. eee te m= ¥1 

‘You don’t say that Tom Busse ll is going for Hay Fever — Wm. T, Ca 
to marry Miss Molly Pende rby? = DSamor, Sinabedt 
‘Yes, that’s what they say. =  Ely's Cream Ba is a ren 








ist " f ded on a correct diagne 
“Why, she hasn’t got any mind of her this disease, and can be dey 
own.” Paaranie bestow 4 
That’s just the reason he is marrying | 5 cents at aruggists; Go cents by mail. Sampk 
¢ : -¢ “ . mail 10 cents 
her. He loves a quiet life, and as she ELY BROTHERS, Druggists, Owego, N. Y. 
hasn’t got a mind of her own she can’t be 
i ~~ ‘ a / ae Send six cents for postage, and receive 
eternally giving hima piece of it.—Tezras free, a costly box of goods which will help 
Q; 4) a4 all, o f either sex, to more money right away 
A if ings. | than anything else in this world Fortunes 
ait the workers absolutely sure At one 


addresa TRUE & Co  huauet A, Me nine. 


Hanp-OrRGANIST—*“* Please, sir, my mon- 
key he has a got you him a see?” 





PROFITABLE se ml ml Each $5 doubled witin ¥ 


uway, did 


° ‘ ) { days; loss v0ssible dale i djoining bea 
Pedestrian Why, yes, my good man, | Garden City’ and Creedmoor Kifle Ranke derenal thanful 
: : ile a b z lots surrounding depot, $185 each; monthly payments 
I just this moment saw him ring the bell at | Coch; prices advanced monthig: Cotte, gouthly payments & 
that brown stone house yonder and a servant , Culars of R Witsos. Attorney, 35 Broadway, N. 1 





oe 


Send $1, $2, $3, or $5 for a retail box, 
by express, of the best candies in Amer 
ica, put > elegan a and strictly pure, 
Suitable fe sents 

Refe rs to 1 ‘alt hic ago. 


GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
75 Madison St., 


let him in.” 
Hand-Organist—*“‘ 

dressed ¢ ca 
Pedestrian—‘* No, he was in black.” 
Hand-¢ yrgar ist ** Too buda, too 


Vas he in a red coata ' 


Address, 
Chicago, 


bada. 









Dat was nota mine—Phila. Call. = : ‘ . 
aS ( ampitig hoods. 
BuNnce—* Hello, Murphy, what are you -_ BIA We ar OPEN 
loi v9? , 7 = "WET WORK BANNERS, FLAGS, 
agoing now: ED Suits,Capes,Caps, Helmets, Shirts 
Murphy—‘‘ Selling restaurant patent fans. = cota Cament hy momen 
What are you at now?” r——) CLUBS SUPPI-IED, Agts. Wanted. 
Bunce—*‘ [’m_ selling patent ear muffs. = \\ San Badge We., 3 for 2c. . A 
How’s trade?’ av Seg t 12x ‘ Ps mpl e., 4 
; oo ee . . = fo ar. 1 doz. ¢ 100 #4 
Murphy—* Trade is fair. Never sold ¢ = Our Pi t 
fan in St. Louis though. Every darned res- = CAMPArON MANUFACTUR'G CO 
taurant man had his wife 10 Barclay St., New York 


or daughter walk- 
ing up and down between the tables waving | 


Vorlons eres Franklin Square Lithowraphi 


| 
You sell anything there?” 0. 
Bunce set your life; had a big order | 
?, houses, but the firm ——STEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS: 


from a dozen different 
them. Just got a letter ete Boe 
FINE COL OR WORK A SPECIALTY. 





refused to accept 
stating that it would take them six months 
to manufacture the material, at a loss of fifty 


thousand dollars; I shake the town here- PHOTO-LI 
after. 7 ~— | Estimates Carefully Prepared. 
Murphy—‘‘ So do I; shake.”—Brooklyn 324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., 


Times. 
Times NEW YORK, 


U.S. PLAYING CARDS. 


THE MOST PERFECT GOODS EVER OFFERED. 
INDEXED, ROUND CORNERS. EVERY PACK IN NICE BOX. 
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U. 5. BRANDS 
TOURIST’S, 
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The Russell & Morgan Printing Co.’s New Playing Card Factory, 
Sixth Street, Eggleston Avenue, and Lock Street. 


SPORTSMAN’S AND ARMY AND NAVY. 


The Best Cards ever made anywhere or at any price. 


VICTOR E. MAUGER, General Agent, Cincinnati, O. | 
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THAT I6 HOURS IS A DAYS WORK™ 





WHAT DOES HE CARE?! 





